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Ttc Hijlorit 

He made a Muffling citall of himfelfe. 

A nd chid his truant youth with fuch a graced 

Asifhe niaftred there a double ipirit 
Of teaching ami of learning inftantly : 

There didhe paufejbutlct me tell the world, 

Ifhe outiiue the enuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweetc a hope 
So much mdconffured in his wantonneffe, 

Hct, Cooicn, 1 thinker thou art enamored 
On his follies: neuer did I heare 
Of any prince fo wild a lib ertie : 

But be he as he wilt, yet once e’re night, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldiers arme, 

T hat he fhall fhrinke vndcrmy courtefie. 

Arme, arme with fpeed.and fellowes/ouldiers, friendes, 

B etter confider what you haue to do, 

T hen I that haue not wel the gift: of tongue 
Can lift y our blood vp with perfvvafion. Enter a mefsettger. 
TMef M y Lord,herc are letters for you, 

Ho/,1 can no t read them now . 

O, Gentlemen, the time oflife is fhort: 

To fpend that lhortncs bafely,were too long, ,!,i 

Iflife did ride vpon a dials point. 

Still ending attlic arriuall ofan houre. 

And if we liue,weliue to tread onkings, 

Jf die,braue death' when princes die with vs. 

Now for our confciences,the armes are hire. 

When the intent of bearing them is itlll . Enter unot her, 

Mef. My Lord,prepare,the king comes on apace. 

Hct , I tbanke him, that he cuts metfom my tale: 

For 1 profeffe not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft: and here draw I a Uvord, 

Whole temper I intend to-fhmc 

With the belt blood that l ean meet withall. 

In the aduenture of this-perilous day. 

Now efperanCe Percy,andfeton, 

Sound all the loftie lnltf uments of war, 

And by time Muficktlec vs all embrace, ^ 
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ofJ-Jcnrj the fourth, 

Forhcauen to earth, feme of vs neuer fhall 
A fecond time doe lu ch a courtetie. 

Here they embrace^ he trumpets found) the king enters with nit 
po\\'er,a /arme to the butt t/lyhen enter Douglus^andSirW , </■* 
ter Blunt. 

Bitint. What is thy name, that in battell thus thou erofleft me? 
W hat honour dolt thou feeke vpon my head? 

D ong . K now th en , my nam c is D ouglas. 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaule fome tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt . They tellthec true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford decrc to day hathbought 
T by likenefic, for in ftead of thee, King Harry, 

Thisfword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnleife thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt, I was not borne ay colder, thou proud Scot: 

And thou fli alt find a king that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight y DougUs kils Blunt J hen enter Hotjpur. 

Hot, O Douglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus 9 
I neuer had'triumpht vpon a Scot. 

Doug. Alsdone,als won: here breathles lyes the king. 

Hot. Where ? 'Doug, Here, 

Hct , This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Scunblably funiifli’t hkc the king lhmlclf, 

Doug, Ah foole,goe with thy ioule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft tliou bought too deare. 

Why did ft thou tel me, that tliou wert a king? * 

Hot. The king hath many marching in lus coatcs, 

Doug, Now by my fword,I will kill all his coates : 

He murthcr alibis wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill/mcetc the king, Afc/.Vp, and away. 

Our fouldiers ftand full fairely for the day. 

Alurnte^ Enter Tnlftnlfft fains, 

Fnl , ' Though I could lcapc {hot-free atLondon, 1 fearc the . 
{hot here, here’s no ftoring but vpo the pate, Soft,who arc you? 
fir Walter Blunt, fhet’s honor for y ou,herc’s no vanity :I am as 
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